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beginning " Why does the stately Muse of History," but had
to reject it in view of General Staff's susceptibility in the
matter of a C.-in-C. who would steal " a portion out of a
starving sentinel's three-farthings." However, I got the
anthology done at last, and delivered to the hour.
Oct. 31 The Amazing Theatre published. I think there's
Tuesday, some wit in it, but I find it amazingly badly
written. No inner rhythm, no flow, no muscles
under the skin. I told Jock that what I call my style is not
style at all, and that my way of writing in disconnected
nodules turns the stuff into a heap of rabbit droppings. Jock,
with a smile : " Shall we say unset gems ? "
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It is almost always the unhappiness of a victorious dis-
putant, to destroy his own authority by claiming too many
consequences, or diffusing his proposition to an insensible
extent. When we have heated our zeal in a cause, and elated
our confidence with success, we are naturally inclined to
pursue the same train of reasoning, to establish some col-
lateral truth, to remove some adjacent difficulty, and to
take in the whole comprehension of our own system. As
a prince in the ardour of acquisition is willing to secure his
first conquest by the addition of another, add fortress to
fortress, and city to city, till despair and opportunity turn
his enemies upon him, and he loses in a moment the glory
of a reign.
Nov. 4 Alexander Gemmell is dead. This means nothing
Saturday, to the world in general, yet he was easily the
most remarkable man I have known. To look
at he was in figure like Hogarth's Simon Fraser, Earl Lovat,
and in features like the bust of Colley Gibber in the National
Portrait Gallery. In other words, an Old Master. Here is
something I wrote about him fifteen years ago, and which
first appeared in White Horse and Red Lion. Next I worked
it into Kingdoms for Horses, and I make no apology for repro-
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